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The T rage Tie e/Harftle£ 

My Liege and Madam, to expoftulate 
What maiellie fhould be, what dune is, 

Why day is day , night night, and time is tunc, 

Were nothing but to wafte night, day , and time, 

Therefore breuitie is the ibule of wit, 

And tedioufneffe the limmes and outward flouthes t 
1 will be briefe your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madneffe, 

What ift but to be nothing elfe but mad ? 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with leffe art. 

Pol, Madam, I fwcare Ivfe no art at all, 

That he’s mad tis true, tis true, tispittie. 

And pittie tis, tis true, a foolifh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art, 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remaines 
That we find out the caufe of this effe&, 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defied! 

For this cffe«a'defeaiue comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 

perpend* , • 

I haue a daughter, haue while fhe is mine. 

Who in her dutte and obedience, marke, 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmile, 

To the Celestiall an d my fifties Idoll the moft beautified 
Ophelia, that's an ill phrafi, a vile phrafi, beauts- 

fiedisa vile phrafi, but you /hall heare : thttf s» her 

excellent white bofome,thefi &c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

Pot. Good Madam ftayawile, I will betaichfull, 

Doubt thou the ft art are fiee, Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth moue, 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer, 

S “o’d«rfofW^IsmilIatthtfe numbers, I !>»« 
reckon my g.oanes , but .her I loue thee beft, ; 

leeue it ! adiew. Thine eucrmore tnoft deare Ladie, whilett t 

machine is to him. , _ , r r Mm s t , 

iV.This in obedience hath my daughter _fhoym me (Hawtf- 
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Trince e/Denmarke. 

As they fell out by time, by meants, and place. 

All giueB to mine eare. 

King. But how b ath fhe rcceiu'd his loue ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of roe ? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honourable. 

Pol. I would faine proue fo, but what might you think* 
When I had feene this hot loue on the wing ? 

As I perceiu’d it (1 muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my deare Maieftie your Quecne heere thinke. 

If I had plaid the Deske, or Table-booke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe, 

Or lookt vpon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinl<e?no, I went round to worke, 

And my young Miftreffc this I did befpeake, 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre. 

This muft not be : and then I preferipts gaue her 
That fhe ftiould locke her felfe from his refort, 

Admit no meffengers, recciue no tokens. 

Which done fhe tooke the fruits of my aduife, 

And he repel’d, a fhort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadneffe, then into a faft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a wcakneffe. 

Thence to lightneffe, and by this declenfion. 

Into the madneffe wherein new he raues. 

And all we moume for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee. It may be very like. 

Hath there beetle fuch a time, I would faine know thju. 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo. 

When it prou’d otherwife? 

King. Not thatl know. 

Pol. Take this, from this, if this be otherwife ; 

If circumftances leade me, 1 will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we trie it further ? 

Tol. You know fometimes lie wilkes foure houres together 
Heere in the Lobbie. 
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